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ADVENTVRES 

O  F 

Half  an  Hour* 

SCENE,  A  Chamber. 

-Enter  Mr.  Taggj  and  Aminadab. 
^•S^0C3eOK3iQ0C  RM!  Arm;  Aminadab!  This 
^  0  Night  the  Fates  have  decreed 

A     $  that  I  fhould  make  my  Name 
y&  &  Immortal.    Ask  no  Queftions, 

SeOOJQSOKl  bu^  pUt  on  thy  Head-piece, 
and  prepare  ror  battle. 

Amin.  Nay,  Mafter,  if  you  take  me  along  with, 
"you,  a  Back-piece  will  be  of  more  ufe,  for  that  will 
be  the  only  part  I  mail  expofe  to  the  Enemy.  But 
pray,  Sir,  without  Jefting,  who  is  it  you  are  going 
to  fight  with,  and  what  is  the  matter  with  you  ? 

Tag.  O  !  Aminadab  !  Aminadab  f  fuch  Matri- 
monial Contrivances  !  fuch  things  there  be  in  Agi- 
tation againft  Timothy  Tagg,  thy  Mafter,  that  (adf- 
bodlikins  I  am  afham'd  to  tell  thee.  Woud'ft  thou 
think  it  ?  Thy  Miftrefs,  my  wicked  Wife,  is  yield- 
ing up  the  great  Fort  of  her  Honour,  and  planting 
Horns  upon  the  Forehead  of  me  her  own  natural 
Hufband. 
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Arr.ir.  No  fure ! 

Tag.  True,  as  I'm  a  Common-Council-Man^ 

not  a  Magiftrate  within  the  Bars  will  look  morelike 
a  Lincoln/hire  Ox  than  myfelf :  I  juft  now  dogged 
her  to  a  Tavern  in  Fleetjlreet^  which  fhe  no  foon- 
er  entered,  but  was  met  by  a  fawcy  young  Red- 
coat, who  gave  her  a  Smack  on  the  Lips,  and  a 
Squeeze  by  the  Hand  ;  then  convey'd  her  up  one 
Pair  of  Stairs,  where  fhe,  and  Five  and  Forty  more, 
very  good  Wives,  are  fending  their  Husbands  to 
Heaven  the  eld  way,  without  corrfidering  where 
they  are  going  themfelves.  Well,  I  vow  and  fwear, 
thefe  Soldiers  do  more  Mifchief,  in  that  way,than  ail 
the  younger  Brothers  about  Town ;  not  a  Maiden- 
head within  the  walls  can  'fcape  them,  and  hard- 
ly a  Husband  in  the  whole  City,  whofe  Pocket 
does  not  largely  contribute  to  the  -carrying  on  the 
charitable  Work  of  Cuckold  making. 

Amin.  Nay,  Sir,  if  'tis  a  Soldier  (lie's  in  League 
with,  'tis  forty  to  one  but  you  are  dubb'd  :  You 
can't  think  what  charms  are  under  a  red  Coat  and 
a  Feather  :  Nay,  Sir,  woud  you  think  it  ?  I  have 
known  a  Soldier  make  a  Cuckold  of  an  Alderman. 

Tag.  But  I  am  a  young  Man  Aminadah^  which 
makes  me  wonder  why  that  Type  of  her  Old 
Grandame  iiWfhould  ferve  me  thus.  Well,  I  do 
wonder  in  my  Heart,  what  makes  Women  fo  fond 
of  Soldiers  ? 

Amin.  O,  Mafter!  a  Captain  is  a  taking  Name 
with  the  Women. 

Tag.  Why,  I  am  a  Captain  of  the  Train-Bands 
thou  know'it,  tho'  not  a  lighting  Captain. 

Amin.  Ay,  Sir,  but  the  Women  like  a  Captain 
£>f  Courage. 

Tag.  Courage  !  Gadsbud,  Aminadaby  thou 
jkncwTt  I  have  as  much  Courage  as  any  Officer  in 
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©ur  Regiment  5  and  tho'  I  fay  it  that  fhou'd  not  fay 
it,  I  have  as  much  Courage  as  any  Officer  that 
ever  run  away  from  a  Shower  of  Rain  and  flie 
knows  it  too.  Did  I  not  laft  Training-Day  carry 
her  to  the  Seige  of  Mons,  in  Bunhiil- Fields*  where 
fhe  was  an  Eye-witnefs  of  my  Valour,  and  faw  me 
with  an  undaunted  Refolution  attack  the  Horn- 
work,  to  the  Admiration  of  all  Spectators? 

Amin.  Yes,  Sir,  you  know  I  held  your  Cloak 
while  you  fought,  by  the  fame  token  a  Feilow 
ftole  your  Silver-hiked  Sword  from  your  Side  ;  and 
in  the  Heat  of  the  Action,  the  Wind  blew  your 
Hat  and  Feather  off  your  Head  into  the  Dirt,  and 
fet  all  the  Mob  a  lau^hino-  at  you. 

Tag.  It  did  fo,  and  thou  may'ft  remember  how 
I  wheel'd  off  to  the  Right,  and,  with  great  Expe- 
dition, purfued  my  Hat  to  the  Rear  of  my  Com- 
pany; which  I  had  no  fooner  recover'd,  but  I 
march'd  up  to  the  Van,  and,  with  redoubled  Fury, 
began  the  Attack,  which  at  laft  I  carried,  with 
great  difficulty,  and  no  Blooafiied. 

Amin.  'Tis  very  true,  indeed,  Sir. 

Tag.Thentell  me,  Jminadab,  d\dyft  thou  ever  fa 
much  as  obferve  me  wink  when  I  let  off  my  Gun  ? 
And  you  know,  that  very  Day,  Captain  Heartlefs, 
)f  our  Regiment,  fhut  his  Eyes  when,  he  prefented 
lis  Mufquet,  and  fired  full  in  the  Face  of  an  old 
Cuftard- Woman :  and  yet  to  be  a  cuckold 

Amin.  Is  the  commoneft  thing  in  the  World, 
Rafter  5  befides,  this  may  be  but  an  innocent 
?rolic. 

Tag.  An  innocent  Frolic  !  Adsbodlikins,  flic 
las  made  me  fit  to  chew  the  Cud  with  Oxen, 
limb  the  Mountains  with  wild  Goats,  and  keep 
Company  with  none  but  Ram-headed  People. 
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Amin.  Why  really  now,  Matter,  methinks  there 
is  abundance  of  good  Convention  in  the  City. 

Tag.  But  I'll  go  now  while  my  Blood  is  up,  and 
«k>  fuch  Mijfchief,  that  never  any  Cuckold  in  the 
World  thought  of  before. 

Amin  Hold,  Mafter,  hold,  fair  and  foft  goes  far: 
this  is  aticklifla  thing  we  are  upon,  therefore  ta*e 
a  little  of  my  Advice  ;  for  tho'  I  am  none  of  tut 
wifeft,  I  am  pretty  good  at  a  lucky  Thought.! 
You  know,  Sir,  my  Miftrefs,  like  moft  Citizens 
young  Wives,  loves  to  (hake  her  Tail  at  the  Squeak 
If  a  Fiddle,  and  is  hugely  given  to  Dancing  

Tag.  Ay,  ay,  too  much-: — -r~ 

Amin.  Now  you  can  plav  upon  the  t  lddle,  am 
fe  can  I,  therefore  we  will  difguife  ourfelves  lik 
Fidlers,  and  go  to  this  Tavern,  where  they  are 
we  mall  certainly  be  called  up  to  'em,  where  yoi 
may  obferve  all  Paffages,  and  as  you  find  you 
Wrongs,  proceed  in  your  Refentiments, 

r^Adsbodlikins !  a  very  pretty  Stratagem,  an 
I'll  immediately  put  it  in  Execution  —  Com 
along,  Aminadab,  and  affift  thy  Mafter;  and  no\ 
lAxs.Tagg,  my  pretty  Wife,  if  I  do  find  thee  to  b 
what  I  greatly  fufpecT:  thou  art,  thou  fhaU  dearl. 
rue  the  making  a  Cuckold  of  a  Haberdaflier  <j 
Small  Ware.  ^  [Exeunl 

SCENE  changes  to  a  Room  in  a  Tavern.  M\ 
Courtal,  two  Gentlemen,  Mrs.  Tagg,  and  tt\ 
Gentlewomen,  at  a  Table,  Drinking. 
Court.  We  are  all  very  dull  on  the  fudden  I  b 

lieve,  Ladies,  you  were  thinking  of  your  Husband 
Mrs.  Tag.  Wifely  obferv'd,  Captain,  for  J I 

other  Subjeit  cou'd  fooner  charm  a  Woman  t^ 

melancholy  Silence, 


Court.  Mrs.  Tag,  will  you  charm  the  Compa- 
ny with  a  Song  ? 

Mrs.  Tag.  Really,  Sir,  Nature  has  not  qualify'd 
me  with  a  Voice  to  pleafe  any  body  but  myfelf ; 
if  we  bad  any  Mufic,  I  fhould  be  glad  to  enter- 
tain the  Company  with  a  Dance. 

Court.  Come  Sir,  you  are  a  good  Singer  we  all 
know  Mrs.  Tagg.  And  too  complaifant  to  our 
Sex  to  deny  us  any  thing.  [He  fings. 

Enter  a  Drawer. 

Draw.  Gentlemen  and  Ladies,  there  is  a  Cou- 
ple of  Fidlers  below  defire  to  know  if  you  pleafe 
to  have  any  Mufic  ? 

Court.  By  all  means,  let  'em  come  up. 

Draw.  Here  they  be,  Sir. 

Enter  Mr.  Tagg  witdo  a  great  Coat  on,  and  a  Patch 
on  one  Eye,  and  Aminadab,  both  as  Fidlers. 

Court.  Now,  Mrs.  Tagg,  you  muft  oblige  us 
with  a  Dance,  you  have  no  Excufe  to  debar  us  of 
that  Pleafure. 

Mrs.  Tag.  I  am  always  willing  to  contribute 
what  I  can  to  the  Satisfaction  of  my  Company, 
and  would  more  particularly  oblige  you,  Captain. 

Mr.  Tag.  So,  there  is  a  Word  of  Comfort  al- 
ready. [Jfide. 

Irs.  Tag.  Look  here  is  one,  a  poor,  blind,  old 
Fellow.  [Turns  htm  about. 

Tag.  Blind  as  I  am,  I  can  fee  the  Fruits  of  your 
Induftry  upon  my  Brows.   •  [Afide* 

Court,  He  puts  me  in  mind  of  your  Husband, 
Madam. 

Tag.  Impudent  Dog!  not  but  his  Obfervatioa 
is  juft,  for  Blindnefs  is  a  Defect  in  molt  Husbands, 
A  4  and 


and  Matrimony  is  a  fore  Decayer  of  one's  Eye- 
fight.  [Aftde* 

Mrs.  Tag.  Come  play  away.     *\  Tzgg  and  A- 

Court.  Admirably  perform'd  up-  Sminidab^/^, 
on  my  word,  Mrs.  Tagg.  J  andjbe dances, 

Mrs.  Tag.  I  am  glad  it  pleafes  you. 

Tag.  Obliging  Toad  !  [Aftde. 

Court.  Ladies.,  what  think  you  of  a  Country- 
Dance,  here's  three  Couple  of  us? 

Mrs.  Tag.  Oh  Captain  !  your  Propofals  are  al- 
ways fo  agreeable  ;  what  fhall  we  have  ? 

Court.  Cuckolds  all  a-row,  Madam. 

Mrs,  Tag.  With  alll  my  heart,  Sir, ——  You 
filly  old  Fellow,  can  you  play  Cuckolds  all  a-row  ? 

Tag.  Yes,  Madam — —as  well  as  you  can  dance 
Whores  all  a-row. 

Mrs.  Tag.  Or  what  think  you  of  a  killing 
Dance,  Captain  ? 

Court..  Better  than  any,  Madam, 

Tag.  Oh  Rampant  Strumpet !  I  have  heard  and 
feen  enough,  and  that  Bawdy-fac'd  Red-coat  has 
made  a  Whore  of  a  wondrous  honeft  Woman,  and 
a  Cuckold  of  one,  that,  for  ought  I  know,  might 

•have  been  an  Alderman  1  can  fupprefs  my 

Paffion  no  longer  Thus  ends  the  Comedy,  and 

now  begins  the  Tragedy  Have  at  thee,  thou 

Increafer  of  Parifh-Taxes  

[Flings  down  bis  Fiddle,  , opens  his  Caat, 
and  prefents  a  Blunderbufs.  They 
difarm  him. 

Court.  Hold  your  murdering  Hand  j  prkhee 
don't  be  fo  furious,  good  Aminadah. 

[Aminadab  prefents  a  Blunderbufs  at  Cour- 
tal.    He  dijbarms  him. 
Tag.  I  am  difarm'd,  but  I  (hall  find  another 
time  ■■ 

Court, 
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Court.  What  time  will  you  find  ?  —  Oons  yoa 
Shan't  dare  to  think  of  another  time;  not  dare,  do 
you  mark  me?  'Tis  very  pretty,  faith,  that  your, 
Wife  can't  take  an  innocent  Frolic,  but  you,  like 
a  jealous-pated  Fool,  mud  come  to  interrupt  her 
Diverfion— Fire  and  Sword,  Fll  not  emiure  it- 
Here,  fill  me  a  Bumper — Come,  Sir,  take  it — 
Oons  take  it,  or  

Tag.  Adsbodlikins,  my  Heart  is  in  my  Breeches ; 
there's  Magnanimity  in  his  very  Voice — I  dare  not 
refufe  it. 

Court.  That's  well ;  Come,  Sir,  now  drink  your. 
Love  and  Duty  to  your  Wife— How  dare  you 
fcruple  it  ? — Oons,  drink  it,  and  quickly  too,  or 
111  open  a  Hole  in  your  Wind-pipe  with  this— — 

[Draws  his  Swordl 

Tag.  Well,  Sir,  don't  be  in  fuch  a  Paffion,  and 
I  will — Dear  Heart,  what  a  bloody  Fellow  this  is  I 
Well,  Wife,  fince  this  honeft  Gentleman  will 
have  it  fo,  here  is — Faith,  I  cannot  do  it        ■  » 

Court.  How,  Sir  ! 

Tag.  My  Love  and  Duty  to  you,  Wife. 

[Drinks* 

Court.  Very  well,  is  not  this  better  than  quar- 
relling? And  now  we  are  all  Friends,  you  may 
take  another  Glafs',  and  go  home  ^  your  Wife  fhall 
follow  you  prefently. 

Tag.  How,  Sir,  my  Wife  follow  me ;  I  fay,  fhe 
frail  go  along  with  me. 

Court.  What  are  you  troublefome  again  ?  I  find 

you'll  oblige  us  to  ufe  you  fcurvily  What-ho* 

Landlord  ! 

Enter  Landlord. 
Landl.  Coming,  coming,  Sir  !  what  is  it  yoa 
Want  Gentleman  ?. 
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Court.  Want !  why  to  know  what  you  mean  by 
iuffering  fuch  a  Rafcal  to  come  into  your  Houfe, 
as  this  Fidler  here  :  becaufe  we  did  not  like  his 
Mufic,  and  bid  him  be  gone  about  hisBufinefs,  he 
abus'd  the  whole  Company. 

LandL  Gentlemen,  I  hope  you  won't  take  it  111 
of  me,  for  thefe  Fidlers  a.ie  the  moft  impudent 
Fellows  in  the  Nation :  but,  if  you  pleafe,  I'll  call 
up  half  a  dozen  of  my  Servants,  and  they  {hall 
duck  him  in  tjie  great  Ciftern. 

Tag.  Did  ever  any  body  hear  fuch  an  old  Pew- 
ter-Pot ?  Adsbodlikins,  I  wifh  all  the  Buts  in  his 
Cellar  were  in  the  Guts  of  him,  there's  room 
enough  I'm  fure  :  I  warrant,  that  Barrel-belly'd 
Fellow  has  fwallowed  as  much  Claret  in  his  Life 
as  would  fwim  a  Weljh  Horfe. 

Court.  No,  no,  ufe  no  unlawful  means  Land- 
lord. 

LandL  Let  me  alone,  Sir  Hearkye,  old? 

Rofin  and  Cats-gut,  if  you  don't  get  out  of  my 
Ho  ufe  

Tag.  Sir,  I'll  not  ftir  one  foot,  till  I  have  my 
Wife  with  me. 

Court'.  Come,  Ladies,  we'll  retire  and  leave  him 
to  the  Management  of  my  Landlord. 

[All go  but  Tagg  and  Landlord. 

LandL  What  Wife,  you  fcraping  Rafcal — » 
Oons,  don't  provoke  Me,  I  cfinnot  talk,  it  wafteth 
my  Conftitution ;  therefore  do  not  anger  me,  left 
I  douce  my  Fifts  in  your  Chops,  and  leave  thee 
not  a  Tooth  in  thy  Head  to  chew  with — Oh  how* 
my  blood  boils  at  this  Rafcal  ! 

Tag.  Thy  Blood  boil ;  ay  and  thy  Flefh  too,  it 
may  very  well,  I'm  fure,  in  its  own  Liquor — He 
fweats  like  a  Hogfhcad  of  Tallow  in  July* 

Lfindl.  What,  abufc  mc  in  my  own  Houfe !  Out 

you, 
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you  Fidling  Rafcal.  [Beats  him  out.']  A  villainous 
Rogue,  my  Houfe  a  Bawdy-Houfe  |  Oh  !  what  a 
Heat  the  Rogue  has  put  me  in  !  I  am  all  over  of 
a  Dew.  [Exit  puffing* 

[Aminadab  creeps  from  under  the  Table,  drinks 
a  Glafs  of  IVine  and  runs  off. 
Amin.  Is  the  Coaft  clear  ?  brulh  off  [Exit. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Street. 
Enter  Tagg  and  Aminadab. 

Tag.  A  Pox  oa  thee,  Aminadab,  this  was  one  of 
thy  lucky  thoughts  ;  here  we  might  have  been  de- 
vour'd  by  that  mighty  Cannibal :  that  fiery-fae'd 
Fellow,  if  he  had  fallerj  upon  us,  wou'd  have 
crufh'd  us  into  Mummy — [Bullies  Jing  without.] 
So,  who  be  thefe  coming  this  way  ? 

Amin.  As  I  live,  Sir,  a  Company  of  drunken 
Bullies ;  if  they  fee  us  they'll  take  us  for  Mufi- 
cians,  fo  make  us  play  about  the  Streets  to  'em  all 
night  \  and  if  we  refufe,  break  our  Bones,  and  our 
Fiddles  in  the  bargain. 

Tag.  Let  us  turn  back  then. 

Amin.  No,  Sir,  I  have  a  lucky  Thought  comft 
in  my  head,  how  we  may  avoid  'em. 

Tag.  A  Pox  on  thy  lucky  Thoughts,  we  never 
have  good  Fortune  when  thou  begin'ft  to  con- 
trive. 

Amin.  Pray,  Sir,  try  me  but  this  once,  and  if 
you  don't  fay  this  is  a  lucky  Thought  I'll  never 
plot  again — ^-Come,  Sir,  kneel  down  againft  this 
Wall  with  me ;  now  let  us  lay  our  Hands  upon 
the  ground,  fo  they'll  take  us  for  a  Bench,  and 

pals  by  us  quietly  r-Here  they  come. 

[They  lie  dnvn,  with  their  Backjides  chfe 
to  each  e  ther,  in  the  figure  of  a  Bench. 

Ente* 


Enter  Two  Bullies  crofs  the  Stage  finging^  th*x 
enter  a  Third,  and /tumbles  again/}  Tagg. 
Bull.  Jack,  Jack,  what  a  pox  makes  you  walk 
fo  faft  ? 

Tag.  Oons,  the  Son.  of  a  Whore  has  trod  upon 

my  Fingers. 

Bull.  What  the  devil  is  this,  a  Bench  ftands  in 

the  way  to  break  People's  Shins  ? 

[Strikes  Tagg  over  the  back  and  goes  off  faging* 
Tag:  A  Plague  on  him,  he  has  broke  my  backr 

I  believe  —Aminadab  ! 

Amin.  Sir  -Indeed,  Sir  I  thought  it  would 

have  prov'd-for  the  beft  But  who  comes 

here  ? 

Tag.  My  Wife,  and  her  Gallant,  as  I  am  a 
married  Man  I  know  her  Voice. 

[Enter  Courtal  and  Mrs.  Tagg 

Amin.  Then,  Sir,  it  may  prove  for  the  beft 
ftill  ;  for  if  we  continue  in  tiiis  Poiture,  you  may 
overhear  their  Difcourfe.. 

Mrs.  Tag.  Pray;  Mr  Courtal9  leave  me  here,  I 
have  not  far  home,  and  (hall  go  fafe  enough. 

Court.  Madam  you  mult  give  me  leave  to  wait 
on  you  quite  home. 

Mrs.  Tag.  Mr.  Courtal^  T  fhall  be  angry  with 
you  if  you  difobey  me;  you  know  my  Hufband's 
Temper,  how  jealous  he  is  upon  the  Jealfc 
occafion. 

Court.  Hang  him,  a  fenflefs,  half-witted  Raf~ 
cal,  he  deferves  to  be  cuckolded  for  uling  yoy, 
fo  ill. 

Tag.  Here's  a  Son  of  a  Whore  ! 
Mrs.  Tag.  Well.  Sir  I  muft  take,  my  Leave  of 
pu. 
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'Court.  You'll  give  me  leave  to  fpeak  two 
or  three  words  to  you  firft :  here's  a  Bench,  let 
us  fit. 

Mrs.  Tag.  Mr.  Courtal  don't  pull  me  fo,  for  I 
won't  fit  down. 

Court.  Upon  my  word,  Madam  but  you 
fliall  .  J 

Mrs.  Tag  Upon  my  word,  Captain,  but  I 
won't  

Court,  By  this  Kifs,  but  you  fha]]. 

[He  forces  her  to  ft  down  on  her  Hujband's 
back,  and  he  fits  on  Amkiadab's. 

Tag,  Hey-day,  here's  a  pretty  Sight  now! 
what'3  to  be  done  next,  I  tro  ? — Gad,  I  wou'd  give 
a.Shilling  I  had  but  a  Looking-Glafs  and  a  Can- 
dle, to  fee  what  fort  of  a  Figure  I  make — Gads- 
me,  klffing  again  !  —  Faith,  I'd  fain  know  what 
this  will  come  to  

Amin.  Lie  ftill  a  little  while,  Matter,  and  'tis 
fifty  to  one  but  you  do. 

Mrs.  Tag.  Fie,  Captain  !  how  if  any  body 
fliou'd  fee  us  ! 

Court.  That,  Madam,  is  a  needlefs  Fear;  'tis 
late,  and  the  Shops  are  all  jfhut  up,  and  'tis  im- 
poffible  for  any  body  to  hear  us. 

Mrs.  Tag.  Mr.  Courtal,  I  will  go  home,  there- 
fore don't  hold  me. 

Court.  You  fliall  promife  then  to  let  me  fee 
pou  to-morrow  Night. 

Mrs.  Tag.  If  my  Hufband  goes  to  Highgate  to- 
morrow you  fliall ;  for  I  will  feign  myfelf  fick  on 
ttirpofe  to  ftay  at  home,  and  we'll  have  the  Fid- 
lles,  and  be  as  merry  as  poffible. 
^  Amin.  I  am  afraid  the  Sins  of  my  Miftrefs  will 
le  heavy  upon  my  Matter's  Back. 

T ?g.  So,  fo;  here  will  be  fine  Work,  by  and  by 

—Why 
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•  Why  what  a  Story  will  this  be  to  tell,  of  a 
Woman  who  made  an  Aflignation  upon  her  Hus- 
band's Back  ?— If  1  difcover  myfelf,  how  am  I 
fure  that  devlifh  Fellow  won't  cut  my  Throat  ? 
This  is  a  very  dark  Place — What  fhall  I  do  ?  My 
Back  is  almoft  broke,  tro- — Mercy  on  me,  was 
'ever  poor  Man  fo  Wife-ridden  ? 

Amin.  Never  poor  Afs  was  fo  laden  as  I  am. 

Tag.  Adfbodlikins,  Fll  make  a  horrible  Groan, 
and  it  may  be  that  will  frighten  'em  away. 

[Groans  i 

Mrs.  Tag.  Ah,  ah,  ah  ? 

Court.  Don't  be  frighted  Madam-, 

[Exeunt  Airs.  Tagg  and  Courtal 

Tag.  The  Devil  frighten  you  both  I  fay;  foj 
you  have  crippled  me,  I'm  fure-1- — Well,  if  eve 
1  get  home  again,  I'll  make  an  Oath  never  t<i 
Watch  my  Wife  more,  let  her  do  what  (he  will 
go  where  fhe  will,  with  whom  (he  will  :  For 
find  (he  will  have  her  Will,  let  me  fay  or  d 
-What  I  will.  [Exeiuu 

SCENE  changes  to  a  Chamber. 

Enter  Courtal  and  Mrs.  Tagg. 

Mrs.  Tag.  Captain,  I  am  extremely  oblig' 
to  you  for  feeing  me  home,  but  muft  beg  you  t 
leave  me  inftantly,  for  fear  my  Hufband  fhou 
come  in,  and  fee  you  here :  I  expert  him  evei 
minute. 

Court.  Madam,  I  muft  obey  you,  tho'  muc  I 
againft  my  will  

Enter  Mr.  Tagg, 
*Sdeath  what  have  we  here  ? 
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Mrs.  Tag.  My  Hufband  ! 

Tag.  As  fure  as  thou  art  alive  -Ah,  thou 

Cockatrice,  thou  fecond  Eve,  more  deceitful  than 
the  firft  what  can'ft  thou  fay  in  thy  Defence? 

Mrs.  Tag.  Why  why— — why  no- 
thing Sir. 

Tag.  That's  a  very  good  Excufe  indeed. 

Mrs.  Tag.  But  thus  upon  my  Knees  I  implore 
your  Pardon,  which  if  you  grant,  will  win  more 
upon  me,  than  the  greateft  Puniihment  you  can 

inflift  ;  I  never  will  offend  you  fo  a^ain  — . 

How  can  you  fee  thefe  Tears,  and^look  fo  un- 
kind upon  me  ? 

T zg.  Tell  me,  doft  thou  not  expea  that  (Lord  ' 
blefs  us!)  I  fliou'd  commit  fome  horrible  great 
Murder  ?  6 

Mrs.  Tag.  Ye— ye— yes— —but  I  hope  you 
will  have  more  Compa — pa — pa— paffion  on  a 
po — p0 — poor  repe — pe— penting  Woman,  that 
acknowledges  her  Faults,  and  humbly  implores  your 

Pardon  Do,  dear  Hufband,  forgive  me  ;  do 

my  dear  Tbn^-mo-^-mo^mothy   [Cryi?ig. 

Tag.  Speak,  have  you  not-  hum  ha  

that  is  am  I  not  forked  at  both  ends  ? 

Mrs.  Tag.  No,  indeed  indeed-  will  you 

forgive  me  ?  Do— how  can  you  look  on  thefe 

Eyes,  and  not  relent  ?  . 

Tag.  Get  up,  and  never  do  fo  again,  as  you 

fear  my  Difpleafure—  But  now  tell  me  what 

you  brought  this  Gentleman  home  with  you  for  ? 

Mrs.  Tag.  Why,  Sir,  it  was  late,  and  the  Gen- 
tleman wou'd  fee  me  part  of  the  way  home  1 

but  I  happen'd  to  be  frighted  by  the  way — fo  he 
wou'd  wait  on  me  quite  home*— and  *  4 

Tag,  1$  this  true,  Sir  i 


Courf> 
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Court.  Yes,  Sir  and  I  think  you  ought  to  give 
*ne  Thanks  for  taking  fo  much  care  of  your  Wife. 

Tag.  O,  Sir,  I  am  very  fenfible  of  my  Obliga- 
tions ! 

Court.  Blood,  Sir,  you  ufe  me  with  ill  Man- 
ners, and  not  like  a  Gentleman ;  therefore  as  you 
are  an  Officer,  I  require  Satisfaction,  and  expedt 
to  iee  you  to-morrow  Morning  behind  Montague 
Houfe,  with  your  Sword  in  your  hand.  [Exit. 

Tag.  See,  fee,  Aminadab  !  O  Cockatrice  ! 

Cockatrice!  I  married  the  out  of  the  Country, 
hut  thou  haft  learnt  the  City-Fafhions  already  : 
.My  Hairs  are  all  turn'd  into  Horns,  and  my  Head 
will  be  fit  for  nothing  but  Men  to  hang  their  Hats 
upon.  [Exit. 

Mrs.  Tag.  So  farewell,  Hufband  After  this 

Fit  of  Jealoufy  comes  an  Interval  of  Fondnefs, 
and  thus  the  Time  runs  round.  Oh  Matrimony, 
Matrimony!  thou  art  a  blefled  Thing!  —  Let  me 
give  this  Advice  to  my  Sex — Marry  not  in  hafte, 
for  (he  that  takes  the  beft  of  Hufbands,  puts  on  a 
golden  Fetter :  If  you  Marry  a  Courtier,  he'll 
have  a  dozen  of  Miftrefles  at  leaft,  and  repent  his 
Marriage  within  four  and  twenty  Hours  at  moft. 
—If  a  Lawyer,  the  Sprucenefs  of  his  Clerk  will 
'bring  into  fufpicion  the  Carriage  of  his  Wife. 
And  if  you  marry  a  Citizen,  'tis  forty  to  one  but 
jou  have  a  Cuckold  to  your  Hufband. 

Hufbands  like  painted  Fruit,  do  promife  muchy\ 
But  Jlill  deceive  us  when  we  come  to  touch.  v 
A  Hujbaud  is  the  greateji  Humam  111 ; 
<Sbi$  married  bejl~thafs  wedded  to  her  WilU 
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